The  Romantic
drink   is,   I   believe,   known   as   a   night-cap,"
Later he had come into her room. She had put
her arms round his neck and kissed him, dimly,
gratefully, inadequately.
He had slept with her.
The next morning he had gone away. She hadn't
understood at the time. Now she understood.
Why did she keep remembering this one scene?
There had been dozens like it.
Perhaps when our minds go blank they accept only
repetition*
Serge wrote her loving, tender, gay letters. He
knew that she had left his life just as she was leaving
her own.
He thought of his child xvith an anger that was
sometimes violent and sometimes blank*
Cuthbert's letters arrived irregularly at long
intervals, two or three together. They gave a
detailed description of a given day.
Mr. Hyslop would send photographs of tents and
huts and mountains and bearers and priests. Him-
self and Cuthbert marked with crosses:
"In case you don't recognise usl"
"Have you told Cuthbert?'* Sarah asked.
"Yes, and I have begged him not to come home